'So many greedy looses t>f young and old;: - 'T. 
Through C a foments darted'theirdcfiri'trg r ey$s < 
Vpon hisvtfaee afcd'tbat albfhe waller*;/. noth 
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■h sew 

With painted riftagSry ffc^^dataiwe^Bo ami. • 
Tefwprefeifvb- thd6?‘WeJec»t8e.^#i'/^^wwj^dj jnno^j^ 
Whii p ftlie"7Frc^i ^neiideto Ithfr&ifieMha^io 1 : ,« 
Rare-headed , lower. then hi s proud 5 teed s neaice, 



^wrc^.Aias^cSnre’S^^jAvhereri^^iieithewhiiSf 
Tor ke- As in a ThfeagejjpdlO eyes ef <^ndhi 
After .a well graced A&W leaves the llagey c . 
Are idlely bent- on him tH^enters next, 0 •; 

Thinking hisfJalde.tif betj»diottsA''->y>i /« anno : , 
Even lb, or wM5^t«b mo«‘comempt,mens eyfes w- •, 
Did fcowle on Richard j- no man crittej God lave him; 
No /oyfull tongue gave hirn his welcome home, 
•Butduft was throwne upon hi's lacred head, 

Which with fuch gentle forrow he Ihooke off, 

His face Hill combating with tearesand fmiles 
(The badges ofhis greefe and patience ) 

That had notGod(for fome ftrong purpofe)fleel’d 
The hearts of men, they mull perforce have melted, 
And Batbarifme it felfe havepittied him. 

But Heaven hath a hand in thefe events^ 

To whofehighhviil we bound our calme contents. 

To Bullingbrooke, are wefworne Subject snow, 
Whole State, and Honour, I for aye allow- 
Enter Aumerle* 

But. Heere comes my fonne ^ timer le. 

. "nZor^i Aumer/erthat was, 

But thati-s loll, for being- Richards Friend* 

And Madam, you muft call him Rutland now ; 

1 am in Parliament pledge for his truth. 

And lafting fealty in the new-made King. 

Diet. Welcome my fonriel; who are the 1 Violets now, 
That ftrew thegreene lap of the new-come Spring ? 

Madam, I know not, nor I greatly cafe not, 
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Krnmme'JecdKd. “ 

God knowes, I had as lieve be none as one* 7 
Tor. Well,beare you well in this new-lpring of time, 
Leall you be cropt before you come to prime - i (umphs? 
What^nelws from,; Oxford? Hold thofe- Jtffts atid Tri- 
Aum- Bor ought Lknowi my -Lordf, they doe. T T sorrof 
2W. You will be there I know. v 

Ahw. If God prevent not, I purpofefo. 

Tor -What fealeis that that hangs Without thy bofome 
Ycajook’ii .thbu pale;? Letme fee the writing. 1 a 
Aum , My Lord, -trs nothing. 

Tcr.Nomattetctiirmi.who ir- >; >:h : •;.* 

I will be fatisfiedjlet me fee the writing 
Aum.\ do befeecb your Grace to pardon rue. 

It is a matter of fmall confequence, 

Which for fome. rcaforrs Ivvould not have feene. 

Tor. Which for fome reafonsfir, 1 meanetofee: 

I feare,I feare- S • 

But. yvhat fliould youfeare? 

Tis nothing but fome Bond, that he is entred into 
For ga-y apparrell again!! the Triumph - 
Ter. Bound to himfelfe ? what doth he with a bond 
That he is bound to ■ wife, you are a foo let 
Bey, let me lee the writing. 

Aum. I doe befeech you pardon me,Imay not drew it. 
Tor. I will be fatisfied, let me fee't I fay. Snatches it. 

irealon,foule treafon, villaine ; traytor, flave. 

But. What’s the matter, my Lord ?; 
or. Hoa, who’s within there ; laddie my herfe, 

Heaven for his mercy what treachery is here ? 

Why, what is’emy Lord? 

Tor. Give me my boots,I fay j Saddle my horfe.j 
ow by my honour, my life, my troth. . : 1 
1 w “ l appeach the villaine. 

But. What is the matter ?. - . J ' - ; ; : . " ; a t . 

<>r. Peace fooljft woman. 

Jrl'Jr 11 T r ? ce f whatistlre matter fon-le? 

Thpn m’ Goo ^? other contentjit is no fno re 
nen my p 00r e life mull anfwer-' 
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